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"Without the possibility of action, all knowledge
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can neither file nor forget."
—RALPH ELLISON
Invisible Man

You see, I want a lot.
Perhaps I want everything:
the darkness that comes with every infinite fall
and the shivering blaze of every step up.
from A Book for the Hours of Prayer,
RAINER MARIA RILKE
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Bennett Schmidt

Allison Joseph

Partners
Misshapen sisters, we sit
While the knowledge of our limits
Lurks in the dense smoke-air.
You chain-smoke, hands fumbling
For the pack of cigarettes.
I torture my hands,
Tear the ragged cuticles.
Tonight we disown ourselves, berate our pasts,
Talk of the arcane workings
Of our bodies. Both of us
Are stamp-print rejects off some assembly line,
Our parts become loose within dreams.
Last chosen from wallflowers, we seldom dance
Though music infiltrates us. We stand
In unfavored clothes, false costumes
Whose seams break and hems drag
Across the floor. Alone, unadulterated,
We shy from lights
That show our covert wishes too highly.
We practice this talent
Until it is art.
We have stopped the music
From repeating within us.
And when we see the hard prose of men's eyes,
We know we have been cheated.

Catherine Wiley

"Anna"
T T ER husband was a silent man who worked very hard in the real estate
X A agency which employed him. She hated him, but bore him a daughter
before she left him. As she left him, she tried to remember why she had
married him and couldn't: the thought made her laugh, even as she slammed
the door on her infant's cries.
It was hours before he came home. The baby, having worn herself out
from crying, was asleep. He read the short, sullen note on the hall table and
went to gaze at his daughter. The panic rising within him was sufficiently
potent as to cause a frightful blankness in his head.
"I can't raise you," he whispered. "I don't know anything about babies." It
occurred to him briefly that he had not known very much about his wife,
either. He remembered very clearly the motive which drove him to marry
her: his dreams. He dreamt of her so often and so vividly that he knew he
must love her and that he must marry her. This she had wordlessly ac
cepted—he never felt that she had any motive of her own to move her to
consent. That rather pleased him, her submission to the force of his dreams.
That those dreams ceased after the wedding seemed proof to him that he
must, indeed, love her. He never wanted to talk to her or to be with her,
other than in bed. What was the point? They were married, the dreams had
ceased, order was restored. He had work to do; and, anyway, her voice and
what seemed to him petty concerns annoyed him. He never told her to shut
up but often thought the words to himself, over and over, not even glancing
at her but glaring at her image in his mind. After awhile she would no
longer speak to him, and again, it pleased him to think he had willed her to
silence, without saying a word.
He let his body drop into a chair and lit a cigarette. It stunned him to think
she may have hated him enough to leave him, to create chaos out of
restored order. And, as the baby stirred and uttered a cry, he stood up to
stare at it. What does one do with a crying baby?
The child opened her eyes to look at him and was silent. He was a
stranger to her: she was frightened and wanted her mother who would
laugh and play with her, who would feed her and smile and sing. She stared
at him.
For a moment he thought his presence had silenced her for good and was
vaguely pleased. Then, quite suddenly, she opened her mouth wide and
screamed. In that instant he knew that not his wife's leaving him but her
leaving him this baby had been the gesture of hatred, that perhaps her only

motive for having it in the first place was to leave him with it, to show him
that she hated him.
He was terrified. The baby's face had turned bright red—it seemed not to
be breathing at all, just screaming. He was afraid because he knew that if left
with him, the child would die. He was powerless to keep it alive. He
wondered vaguely if it would happen before morning—he was tired. But he
cou ldn't go to bed while this child was screaming. How to make it stop?
He lifted her out of the crib and held her awkwardly. The diaper was wet;
perhaps, he thought, that was why she screamed. It amused him slightly
that she would scream because her diaper was wet. Although he was
disgusted by the smell and feel of the diaper, he was afraid to put her down
and so went looking for a clean diaper with her still in his arms, still scream
ing. After several frustrating moments he found a cabinet full of clean
diapers, selected one, and then turned around, wondering where to lay the
child while he changed her. The bed would do, he decided.
The process of changing his daughter's diaper repulsed him so violently
that he felt a sudden urge to drown her, and knew he could not even con
sider keeping her. It would be detrimental to her developmental well-being,
he decided. He would call his mother in the morning and ask her what to
do. The child had quieted a bit while being changed and watched him with
mild eyes that disquieted him—they reminded him too much of his wifes
voice. But once changed she began to cry again; and he thought, what a
wasted effort! What can it want now?
Perhaps food. Again, he panicked. He knew that it wasn't old enough to
eat real food and that babies need to be fed every few hours-that was all he
knew. What to feed it?
Ignoring as much as possible the by-now-intolerable crying, he hurried
downstairs and fumbled through the kitchen where, after what seemed to
him a very long time, he found a can of formula, a bottle, and instructions,
which he followed, nervously, to the letter, driven by panic lest the child
die. The process seemed endless, but finally he hurried upstairs with the bot
tle to the baby who was, incredibly, still crying. He picked her up and
triumphantly offered her the nipple for which she eagerly reached, but she
just as quickly turned away, screaming once again.
He was bewildered and closed his eyes —his head was aching now and it
was difficult to think—trying to remember the instructions, where he might
have gone wrong. They had seemed simple enough. He felt that the baby
was judging him and that she would eventually die from his failure. What
could he do? He wasn't a mother, he knew nothing of babies. He had
dismissed all thoughts of his wife as soon as the baby had awakened, but she
returned to his thoughts now, and he felt suddenly angry at her for leaving
him with this. What had he done to make her hate him?
Disgusted, he carelessly dropped the bottle on the floor and attempted to
3
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rock the child in his arms. "Shh," he said. "You be quiet, now." She ignored
him and went on crying. "How can someone as little as you feel so sad?" he
asked her. "What do you have to feel unhappy about?" He was surprised at
her weight now. She looked too small to weigh anything at all, and yet his
arms felt weary from her weight. She felt very warm; her skin was damp, as
was his own beneath his shirt where she was pressed against him. He lay his
hand over her head. "Your head is too small to hold any mind," he told her,
frantic for her to stop crying. "What could you possibly be thinking?"
Suddenly his heart stopped. What was her name? He had forgotten it.
He wanted to dash it to the floor, this wailing creature with no name who
would not let him be in peace. For her to have no name seemed barbaric to
him —had his wife ever told him the name? Another gesture of hatred,
perhaps, to leave him a baby without-Anna.
That was it. Her name. Anna. He looked down into the damp, red, wail
ing face and said it to her: "Anna," as if this victory over chaos, the recalling
of her name, would make her stop crying. It did not. "Aren't you tired, An
na?" he asked her, exasperated. "Stop it, now!"
He bent to the floor and retrieved the bottle and held it to her face.
"Here!" he said roughly. To his surprise, she grasped at the nipple with her
lips and eagerly sucked down the luke-warm formula. The sudden silence
amazed him. He stared at his daughter as she sucked down her milk, lost.
There was no logic to babies, he thought decisively. Things which did not
work one minute restored peace the next. It was a woman's job, raising
babies. Women had intuition, mothering instincts which he did not possess.
It was not his fault. Leaving the baby with him was an act of hostility, of
violence toward the child.
Anna drank down half of her bottle and fell asleep. He held the bottle in
his hand and realized that it had cooled down, that the formula had been too
hot when first he had offered it to her, and thus she had burned her tongue.
He felt foolish, even shamed: there was evidence of logic here after all. He
put the bottle on the dresser and moved to lay the baby in her crib.
He hesitated before laying her down and looked into her peaceful face, i
With gentle fingers he brushed away the tears, and with the hot weight
against his belly he felt sick and lost. She was his, this small human. He felt
something inside him had bled away long ago, and he wanted it back. He
sat on the bed, his daughter in his lap, and watched her sleep. He patted her
round belly and touched, shyly, her diaper. It hurt him to think that some
day some man would have her, would break into her body. He wanted to
protect her. He wanted-and the thought amazed him-to keep her close,
to raise her himself. He stared down at her, lost in wonder.

An excerpt from a longer work in progress.

Martha Young

Spring in India
I know of the time when my fingers
were webbed and then winged
and I know of this time in which I have hands,
palms, seamed with the lines of one old
in evolution, etchings of journeys
through consciousness.
I know of each midwinter when these hands lie
fallow on the riverbank, my body
sheathed in the season like a flounder
caught under ice, stiff fins cutting through the cold.
I follow those deep-cut time-paths again
in this sinking spring, when heavy and weary
I grope to stay blind and buried
under the cold air earth, sleeping finally,
dreamlessly, in the dark from which I came
long before wings, fingers, and webbed flesh.
Oh the dread of spring-awakening,
the painful early morning, intestine deep
ache of the first thaw
when the limbs begin to burst
into hands, feet, arms, legs
and the mind stirs and rolls over, still sluggish.
It is time once more to awake, unearthed,
mind and body stripped naked, new and feeble,
under a pale warming sun.
I wonder if the British left India in the
sinking spring after drinking tea in the heat
of that barefoot, brown-skinned
spicy-sweat stench of a place
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on seeing in the porcelain bottoms
of teacups, shining, the image of a
hand or foot, ancient,
and well webbed.
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Robert E. Stein

Sunday
Sunday settles on the bookstore,
its fogs put a pall on Thursday.
In a corner, the shrub on my shoulders
goes to seed, to sleep.
Grown large, it might have been the tree
felled to make this hard, dark table,
or the play-castle wrapped
in soft light by the window,
the castle with its door
just small enough to keep big people out.
Outside, clouds press their faces
to the pane. Steam rises
to join them;
I reach for my cup.
• • •

Coffee turns to blood,
the afternoon darkens early.
Cigarette smoke sickens,
the thickened air is fit for fish;
it is the mist on the window,
the mist in my head.
By the window children play,
not knowing Sundays should be solemn.
I knew: I
would always wear a crooked tie
and go to church, waiting
to smell the fumes of flowers
freshly thrown away
as I went to meet my mother,
to show her what I'd drawn.
7
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Drawing on Sunday was safe:
but at school, I was rebuked
for drawing what I saw,
not what I should have drawn.
I tried, and tried again.
The children clamber into the castle.
• • •

When the cold returns,
when the coming storm brings Monday,
the children will go back to school,
paint pictures of this town.
Their primary colors,
iconic images,
crawl across the bookstore wallliving forms drawn out
from the hard ore
of black roads and white snows
outside the sweating glass.
Fog takes form as rain,
Sunday becomes solid.
I take a child's aerial view
for my map. I will see
what they see, what may be.
Like a child, I will enter in.

Christina Shea

Sleep
OUISE pressed her fingertips down hard on the page. This way, she
J—/couldn't feel anything. She said, "It's something like solidarity, but it's
not solidarity." She was angry. She let the paper go; she parted her knees
and it fell from her lap to the floor.
Manna said, "You were right, silly. It said solidarity. You were right."
Louise sat back on the couch. She smiled a little. She said, "Well, I really
didn't know it." The telephone rang. It sat on a table beside the couch.
Louise found it. She said, "Hello. No, she's not in. No, they went to the
shore. Do you want the number down there?" She slipped her index finger
through the black coil. She said, "Reynard's asleep still. But, I'm Louise. I
can take the message." She smiled. She passed her tongue over her lips.
"Okay, then. They11 be back on Monday. Good-bye, Mrs. Weikoff." She put
the phone down. "That woman is weird," she said. "She wouldn't let me take
a message. She wanted to talk to Reynard."
"She mustn't know Reynard," Manna said. She checked her watch. She
peered into her tea cup. She had forgotten to remove the tea bag. The little
tea that was left was lukewarm and darker than malt. She said, "Louise, it's
2:40. Do you want to try that article again?"
Louise said, "No."
Manna got her coat from the hall closet. "So it's just you and Reynard
home this weekend," she said, buttoning herself.
Louise stood up. "My parents are at the shore, they want to board up
everything early this year."
Manna said, "You don't mind being home alone."
Louise said, "No, Reynard's home, too. We'll probably get egg rolls for
dinner."
Manna said, "Read the Book Review for next time and try that article
again, okay?" She moved toward the door.
Louise said, "I thought it was solidarity only because of Gdansk."
"That's okay," Manna said.
Louise said, "But I didn't really read it."
"You kind of did," Manna said. She touched Louise's arm. She said, "It's
fair to guess."
Louise sat back down on the couch. She heard Manna's car start up. She
remembered Manna saying that she drove an old Volkswagen bug and you
could always tell an old bug by the way it started, just like a lawn mower.
9
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Louise yawned. She touched the hands on her wrist-watch. It was almost
three and Reynard was still asleep. She put her hands on her throat. She said
aloud, "I don't know how he sleeps so long." She giggled feeling herself
speak. She laughed feeling herself giggle. Then she took her hands away.
She cleared her throat. She said, "Get up, Reynard." She didn't really like
being alone.
There were thirteen steps down to the basement, to Reynard's room. On
the sixth step she stopped. She heard sounds. He was with someone. Louise
sat down on the steps. She thought the sounds very funny; they sounded
like they couldn't go to the bathroom. She put her fingers over her lips. She
allowed her tongue to slip out. She tasted her fingers. They tasted like
oranges.
She was sitting at the kitchen table, typing. Reynard came upstairs. He
made a lot of noise. She knew there was still someone with him. They came
into the kitchen and Reynard said, "Louise, this is Caren."
Louise stopped typing. She turned in their direction. She said, "Hi,
Caren."
Reynard said, "So what's for breakfast, Weez? What did you have?"
Louise giggled. She said, "It's almost dinner time, Reynard. You slept so
late today." She typed the word sleep. "I boiled an egg. Do you know how I
did it?"
Reynard said, "How'd you do it, Weez?"
Louise said, "I turned it on and I counted three hundred, because that's
four minutes. I like the yellow to be firm."
"Pretty clever," Reynard said. "It came out alright?"
Louise giggled. "It was a good egg," she said.
"What do you want, Caren?" Reynard said.
"Just coffee," she said. She was watching Louise type. "I'm not real
hungry."
"Just coffee," Reynard said. "Just coffee and I'll have some eggs. I want to
try your method, Weez." He opened up the refrigerator. "Why does she
keep oranges in here?" He took out an orange. He said, "Poor thing, you're
not used to the cold."
Louise laughed. She said, "Can we get egg rolls for dinner, Reynard?"
He said, "Okay. Sounds good to me." He shut the refrigerator door. He
said to Caren, "Do you take caffeine in your coffee?"
Caren said, "Yes, please." She sat down at the table. Louise stopped typ
ing. Caren said, "What are you typing?"
Louise said, "It's just for fun."
Reynard plugged in the coffee maker. He looked at Caren and pointed to
the typewriter. "Did you ever see one of those before? Check it out," he
said.

SHEA

Louise said, "Reynard gave it to me. He likes it better than I do."
"I thought you dug it," Reynard said. He took Caren's hand. He said,
Feel the keys. Its braille. Caren felt the keys. "It's a regular keyboard,"
Reynard said, "But it's got two cartridges. One prints braille. So we can
write to Weez when we don't want to talk to her."
They were in the den. Reynard was rolling a joint. Louise was lying on
the couch. The cat was getting comfortable in between her thigh and a
pillow.
Reynard said, "Weez, what did you think of Caren? Did you think she
was alright?"
Louise said, "I guess so. She's alright. Does she have long hair?"
Reynard said, "It's about the same length as yours, I guess."
"What color?" Louise said.
"Darker than yours," Reynard said. "She puts it in a braid." He finished
rolling. He lit a match.
"Open a window," Louise said.
Reynard opened the window behind him. He said, "All that fresh, clean
air." He took a drag. He noticed the brown newspaper on the floor. "Did
Manna come today?"
Louise fingered the cat. She said, "Yeah. We read some articles."
Reynard said, I think thats amazing. That big wad is a newspaper." He
picked up the paper.
Louise said, "The New York Times."
Reynard said, Amazing. He moved his hands slowly over the page.
But it's two weeks late," Louise said.
Reynard said, Amazing, but it's two weeks late. You mean it takes that
long to print out all the little brailles?"
Louise smiled. "I guess so," she said. She crossed her legs. The cat turned
on its side and stretched.
Reynard said, "You've got to teach me, Louise."
Louise said, Why?" She listened to Reynard smoke.
He said, "I don't know why."
Louise said, "That's dumb." She put her hands behind her head. She
wished the television was on. She said, "Can we get egg rolls soon?"
Reynard smiled. He said, "Sure. Do you want to drive or do you want me
to drive?"
Louise laughed. "I drove last time," she said, "You can drive."
Reynard dialed her number. He said, "Caren, are you coming over?"
She said, "I don't know, Reynard."
He said, "Oh god, you got to. I got you a fortune cookie."
She said, "It's kind of late. I wanted to get to sleep early tonight."
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Reynard said, "Sleeping's no fun."
She said, Oh god, Reynard. Well, I've got a friend over. Can I brinj
someone?"
"Sure," Reynard said. "Bring your friend." He put the phone down. H<
picked up Louises newspaper and he went downstairs. He sat down on hi;
bed. He moved his hands slowly over the heavy page. He could almost fee
the tree inside this paper, he could almost believe these little bumps were
words.

The basement had a separate entrance. When he heard her car pull up, he
went to the door.
Caren said, "Reynard, this is Luis."
Luis put out his hand.
Reynard said, Hey, Luis." He held the door open and they moved past
him, into the room. Reynard watched their backs, the cloaked shoulders.
He said, "Is it cold out?"
Caren turned to him. He shut the door. She took off her coat. She said,
"It's a little chilly."
They sat down on the couch. Reynard took a bottle of Jim Beam from his
closet. He held it in the air. He said, "You like this?"
Luis said, "Sure."
Reynard handed him the bottle. "It's yours," he said.
Luis felt funny. He smiled. "What do you mean?" he said.
Caren said, "Reynard's got a lot of it. He's been giving it away." She ex
haled loudly, slowly.
Reynard said, "My friends call me Jim."
Caren stood up. She moved over to the stereo. Luis watched her. He said,
"Should we open a bottle now?"
Caren said, "None for me," with her back to them.
Reynard said, "I've got a bottle going already." He took out two glasses
and a bottle, half-full. He handed a glass to Luis.
Luis said, "Cheers."
Caren put on music. She adjusted the volume. Reynard looked at her. He
refilled his glass. He said to Luis, "Do you smoke?"
Luis said, "So how long have you been living here?"
"I don't know," Reynard said. "My parents live upstairs. This is my
parent's house."
Caren yawned. "Where's Louise?" she said.
"I live here on and off," Reynard said. He looked at Caren and he made
himself sound as if he were snoring. "She's asleep," he said.
"How old is she?" Caren said.
He said, "She's amazing." He looked at Luis. "She's my sister. She's
twelve."

SHEA
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"Precocious," Caren said. She turned to Luis. She said, "Louise is blind."
Reynard watched her profile, the very long neck. He said to it, "I know
that."
Luis and Reynard were getting pretty drunk. Luis looked at his watch,
then at Caren. He said, "Shit, I have to be at work in an hour."
Reynard laughed. He thought this was a joke.
Luis said, "No, man. I'm a night watchman."
Reynard smiled. He nodded. He said, "Good money?"
Luis and Caren got up. Reynard said to Caren, "You don't have to go,
too."
Caren looked at him. She said, "I drove." Luis went into the bathroom.
Reynard took her hand. He pulled gently and she was close to him. She
looked at him. She said, "You're drunk, Reynard. You're tired."
Reynard closed his eyes. He said, "Who's Luis?"
She said, "Reynard, we never talked about anything."
Reynard tongued her cheek. "We talked about my mole," he said. "I've
decided it's cancerous."
"Reynard," she said, and, in the bathroom, Luis flushed.
Reynard stood by the door for a moment. The cold air that had slipped
in, on their way out, surprised him at first. He looked down at his feet. His
shoes were on. He moved his toes together, clapped the rubber tips, and the
car in the driveway moved, receded.
It was dark upstairs. He hadn't left any lights on. He closed his eyes. He
held the walls and he moved slowly. He felt the doorknob. He listened. She
was snoring. He had been right. He opened his eyes. He kneeled down
beside the bed and he watched her. He watched her and he put his hand on
her brow. He put his hand on her brow and he closed his eyes.

T. R. Hummer

from Bluegrass Wasteland
Vlll

At a party once the man tried to explain
A feeling he sometimes had that everything was falling apart.
"You mean spiritually, morally?" somebody asked. No:
He meant physically, he meant everything.
He was a little drunk, and so were the others,
So explaining was hard. Finally somebody said
Yeah, the bomb, as if that settled the question.
Drinking, the man considered: maybe it was the bomb,
But right away he knew that was wrong. He had an image
fv

Of how it would be when the bomb went off,
A soundless flash of angelic white, then blindness, burning.
This was different. This happened slowly, from within.

•**]

It made a noise like bricks scraping over bricks,
Like an engine throwing a rod, like somebody coughing up phlegm.
He had a feeling, though he did not know where it came from,
There was nothing new about it. He had a feelingAnd it was not thinking, so it was right to call it a feeling—
That sound had been around forever, people had always heard it
But pretended not to, like now. "Put on some music," somebody
said.
No, he wanted to tell them, wait, listen,
But too late. The stereo arm came down.
In the dark, in the office, in the straight-backed chair
He lets the woman's nipple go, looks up.
Her head is tilted toward him, her long hair falls

Forward and down around her face, touches his.
Her hands cradle his head. One cups each ear gently.
He hears the small echo of air in the shells of her hands,
Hears the tick of her wristwatch, her breath, her heart,
A car with a bad muffler revving by in the street.
In that whole hierarchy of sounds, there is nothing he understands.
The stereo played Bill Monroe, played "Blue Moon of Kentucky."
"Yeah," somebody said, "the High Lonesome Sound,"
And the host and hostess, drunk, leaned on each other, waltzing.
In the music, the high-pitched nervous plink of mandolin
Worried the stern three-quarter-time guitar,
A counterpoint emblematic of some old sorrow.
He looked at his wife. She sat across the table
Nursing a long beer, ready to go home.
And sometimes, those nights, he would look out the kitchen window
While the kids did homework in the other room or watched TV,
And imagine that once the whole surface of things ground itself away
There would be something underneath it, another world, angels,
or light,
And he thought it would be worth it then, even if everybody died:
Just an instant of transparency. The woman touches his face.
He takes her breast again. It is some old reflex
Forgotten since infancy. He remembers how his wife would rub
her nipple
On their newborn son's cheek to remind him how to nurse.
He remembers the sound of nursing, the sound of crying,
Remembers the high clear tenor voice on the stereo—
Blue moon of Kentucky, keep on shining—
Remembers the circle of moon turning dark, turning light.
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In Louisiana summer, hurricanes lift
Their unpersonifiable vastnesses out of the Gulf of Mexico
And hammer into the mainland, looking for no one.
The boy sits in a tall chair staring out a plate-glass storm door
Onto the brick patio where rain shivers canna leaves to pulp.
A book lies open in his lap, a cheap old edition
Of Jules Verne's 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea.
From it an odor rises of disuse and loneliness,
Of the sweat of spinster librarians and antiseptic dust.
He found it on a high shelf of the local parish library
Where nobody had touched it in years, no names on its card,
And brought it to his grandmother's house to sit reading alone
Of the madness of Captain Nemo. The book's spine creaks
As the storm takes shape over the Gulf. Outside the round
crystal window
Of the Nautilus, unimaginable creatures move.
When the boy grows up, he will remember only vaguely
The submarine's interior, the characters' names, the action:
But the lonely crazy old man who played the pipe organ deep
undersea
Will have a definite face in his mind, a distinct voice.
And he will remember the storm, how the earth-colored urns
Planted with succulents on the patio keep blurring in rain.
Why should any of this seem sad? In some future, it will all
assume
The lineaments of high tragedy, the captain and his beautiful
Miraculous homemade machine, the broken leaves on the bricks,
The cheap iron-black patio furniture quicksilvered with storm.
Where will it all be going? It is all going down,
Derelict wreckage, sinking, spun
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In the vortex of hurricane. Now, as he looks through the glass,
It becomes a dull ache of excitement he will one day think he
understands
Is sexual. But even that will be wrong. It is only a word.
It means as much as Mozart would mean if you heard it played
From deep underwater while you floated in a lifeboat
Terrified, praying for rescue, singled out, cannibal.

XI

On the outskirts of Mount Vernon, Ohio, the voice assumes
The foursquare shape of a cinderblock honky tonk.
Inside, musicians tune instruments, warm up, run a sound check.
It's still awhile until showtime. Nobody's in the bar
Except the bartender, two barmaids and one hard core
Old drunk, a constant customer: but the musicians are antsy,
Not nervous, exactly, but anxious, ready.
They sit at a small table in front of the bandstand. One
Has a mandolin, one a banjo, one a fiddle, one a guitar,
And they start to play an old hornpipe they won't do onstage,
Simple but intricate, unamplified, no good to two-step to.
Plainness, although simple, is not what I mean by simplicity.
Simplicity is a clean, direct expression of that essential
Quality of the thing which is the nature of the thing itself
They play this for themselves, they play it for no one.
The drunk at the bar turns around to watch them.
From where he sits, he can see the soft shine
Of barlights on the mandolin's mother-of-pearl.
The voice might have him think of anything now,
His mother, a lover, a good time in another town,
And say it is the music that guides his remembering,
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That makes him suddenly happy or sad or angry or dissatisfied:
But it wouldn't do justice to the momentum of the inarticulate
Life that brings him here night after night
To drink cheap bourbon and purposely think about nothing.
There is a beauty in thinking nothing. It is more than simpleminded.
The musicians are thinking nothing. The fiddle-player's eyes
Close as he gives his small life up to the life
Of Vassar Clements or Tommy Jarrell, to every hero of the fiddle
Whose wisdom is greater than this or any singular mind's.
The banjo player turns his hands into patterns
Evolved by generations of hands frailing the patterned
Necks of banjos. If he thinks, he drops the rhythm.
The drunk touches his glass. He is one of a long line
Of drunks. He can lose himself in tradition.
Later the band will play other, louder music
Onstage, and the bar will fill
With smoke and talk and the sexual odor of sweat,
And lovers will give up their lives
To the form of being lovers, and barmaids to the form
Of slapping the forms of the hands of solitary men
Pinching the lovely forms of buttocks drifting by.
But for now what they do they do quietly, in the spirit
Of meditation or prayer or gentle foreplay, their feet
Together tapping time's formality on the hardwood dance floor.

XVI

Summers, the boy's family would take him south
Through hardwoods, then pines, riverland, swampland,
Along mussel-shell roads serpentined by the Tangipihoa
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Where his father said his mother's cousins night-poached alligators,
Wading waist-deep in moonlight with a flashlight and a knife.
He sat in the back seat watching the roadside, half visionary
And half bored, like anybody travelling, imagining
His friends at home, imagining his mother
When she was a girl, breaking the algaed surface
Of that river with her quick white body, diving. He'd seen
Old photographs of this same riverbank, of her
At fourteen in a swimsuit, rising from a homemade diving board,
A plank nailed to a rotted cypress stump,
The water she hung above in the black-and-white picture leadsilver,
Covered with gray lily pads and colorless scum.
Those pictures were an aperture into a half-world he half
understood:
The girl getting ready to dive was exactly his age,
And it was hard to think of her as his mother, hard
To know if he thought she was pretty or not. Her hair
Was long and hung wet: she'd been in already, d own
Into whatever right-angled place the river's surface-scum covered,

And he was still in the back seat, half carsick
And half in love. Grown up and remembering, he'd say
Such moments he was lost in time, thrown into a past

He never even lived: but that would be a lie.
He was not lost in his mother's past or any past,
He was lost in the future. Live oaks, moss,

Riverstink on summer Louisiana wind:
All around him the present was falling apart
In the face of what in this boy was about to be

HI1U

20

The human apocalypse of lust, but is not that quite yet,
So he does not call it that. He only thinks
Of the place by the river that girl, his mother,
Lifted, wondering where she stood
That day the mind of the camera caught her
Parting her legs in mid-air, her bad dive
Held timeless before the water
Can smack its lead-grey belly against her belly
If she's clumsy enough, or take her deep
Into the scum of itself, where everything that moves
Is feelered and goes where it goes
By pure flesh-hunger remembered against the current.
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Three Poems
Winter Dawns
I watered the chrysanthemums, Sarah, on the morning
when at dawn the stars went out
and you slept in lament.
The ground became white, the dark still purple,
our streetlight a crystal, broken,
thrown to snow as it faded. The house chill,
Grandmother's quilt I laid on you to hold
in sleep, the curve of your bosom crushed
against the pillow you clutched,
your breath the sighs of a child. I looked
at the clock. I heard the house creak, the eaves
begin to bend. Our time was over.
I lay down to hold you, the water
freezing tight around the flowers.

Thirsting for Evening
"Like as the hart desireth the water-brooks" Ps. 42

We found him by the brook: the dog
nosing through the wood over the little hill
came on him, wide-eyed, brought us to look.
The smooth gut lay on high grass,
his torso ribbed, lungs underneath,
the torn pelt inside out, lying
in a heap. They saw him by the hill, shot
as he went to the brook, thirsting for evening.
Like taking pajamas off a child,
that is how they dressed him out;
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took his legs, cut away the sweet venison
that night and day will be their meat
as winter comes. The carcass filled with grubs
will freeze; the head will take the snow, alone.

To the Chapel
The midwinter earth breathed ether
that day when alone for a last time
we sleepwalked through the valley.
I remember the black dog who followed us,
hayloaves askew in a smooth white field,
icicles beneath the railroad bridge where we walked
on water, last spring's sheep gone now from the ridge.
Doors to the country chapel sealed,
I wrote our message by the cemetery gate.
Together we wander at twilight through the churchyard,
take our way back through this land that holds
these people who knew God came in that snow,
dwelt in trees, lay in the stones and pastures;
on him they built their barns, their homes.
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A Conversation with Galway Kinnell

As Kenyan s second Gund Writer-in-Residence, Galway Kinnell was frequently
introduced as a man who needs no introduction. Kinnell read from his own work
in Philomathesian Hall as well as from Smart, Keats, Dickinson, Whitman, and
James Wright in Peirce Lounge. He gave a lecture, "The Form of Free Verse," in
Gambier and did a reading in Granville, Ohio, with poet Mark Strand.
We spoke with Galway Kinnell, who was wearing his characteristic white shirt,
in the Women's Center.

HIKA

When did you first encounter other people with whom you identified
who were also writing poems?
KINNELL

As a freshman in college, I met W. S. Merwin.

r

HIKA

This was at Princeton?
KINNELL

Yes.
HIKA

Did you have a sense of your contemporaries there? Did they spur you on
to write?
KINNELL

Yes. I wasn't actually writing much poetry then, though that's what I
knew I wanted to do. I was writing some prose and reading a lot of poetry.
Bill Merwin helped me to understand Yeats. He was writing a poem a day
at that time and also knew a lot more than I did about poetry. And there
were others who didn't necessarily write, but who loved poetry and with
whom I spent a lot of time. We had a rather exciting little "college within
the college" so to speak and there whatever education I got, I got.
24

HIKA

After college do those kinds of friendships continue?
KINNELL

Yes, I continued to meet other people who wrote. In fact, more and more
as I wrote and published in magazines, I met other young writers. The two
most interesting acquaintances I had in my twenties were Denise Levertov
and Robert Bly, both of whom were in New York then. With Bly in par
ticular I spent a lot of time, just talking. He loved to talk about poetry. I
have never met anybody who loved to talk about poetry quite as much. So
not only did we meet frequently, but whenever a thought occurred to us,
we'd call one another up.
HIKA

Has that sense of community stayed the same?
KINNELL

Yes, it has. The personnel has shifted a little bit. I still see Merwin and Bly
and Levertov, but I see others as well. When some poet is coming through
town, I'll have a little dinner and collect other poets and spend an evening
that way. Or just have dinners with some of the poets who are there.
Although, of course, they're getting scarcer.
HIKA

Do younger ones join the fold?
KINNELL

Younger ones appear and join the fold as the old fall away.
HIKA

You published a volume of your early poems, First Poems 1946-54, later
in life. Did you always have a sense that they were worth publishing, or did
you, when you were younger, think perhaps they weren't?
KINNELL

Of course I believed that they were very important for the world.
HIKA

For the canon of Western literature ....
KINNELL

(laughter)
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Did you discover as your craft matured they were indeed important?
KINNELL

As I wrote during my twenties I was continually writing with the idea of
publishing a book. By the time I was twenty-six or twenty-seven I had in
mind a book, and that book included a number of those first poems. As I
continued to write I discarded some of those first poems and entered some
of the new poems. When my book finally came out many of the earliest
poems had been left behind. Without thinking of them as poems of great
significance, I felt I still liked a number of them and wanted to publish them
for whoever might want to see them. Put it that way.
HIKA

You said the other day you thought that many of James Wright's happiest
days were at Kenyon. How is that so?
KINNELL

Coming out of Martin's Ferry, Ohio where, I sensed through what Jim
used to say about it, horizons were kind of narrow. Intellectual friends were
few. His coming to Kenyon represented a new, exciting, dramatic world,
guess he lived part of his life at Kenyon in the misery we all live in when we
are undergraduates. But it was a kind of dramatic and exciting existential
misery, one which he could share with the figures about whom he was
reading and also with his fellow students here. He met a lot of people who
were interested in literature and poetry and ideas. His life was profoundly
changed by coming to Kenyon. It hadn't yet taken that destructive turn thai
it did some years later.
HIKA

You were here for the James Wright Celebration two years ago. Do you
think that enough time has elapsed for us to begin to get some perspective
on his work, the whole body of the work?
KINNELL

Yes, but I think we had that when he was alive and writing, too.
don't know what it all is going to come to in the end. Only time will decide
that, I mean a century from now. But I believe his last book, This Journey,
contains some of the finest poems of our time.
HIKA

You were given one of the first copies of the manuscript of This Journey
Did you help to edit the volume?
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Yes. The editing was very minor. It just seemed that a couple of poems
were not worthy of the book. And the order had not been set. We just
reordered it and threw out a couple of poems and that was that.
HIKA

You've written a poem called "Last Holy Fragrance" in response to that
last poem, "A Winter Daybreak Above Vence." "How can I feel so warm /
Here in the dead center of January." What feelings do you respond to par
ticularly in "A Winter Daybreak Above Vence" in "Last Holy Fragrance?"
KINNELL

My poem "Last Holy Fragrance" wasn't really written in response to that
poem. It was written about Jim and his whole life, about what he meant to
me, and the meaning of his poetry to me. I do like that poem very much.
First of all because when he wrote it, he was visiting me: it was the last time
I saw him in health, and we had a wonderful time. Secondly, primarily ac
tually, because I think it's a supreme poem, a very spiritual poem. That en
ding, with the sense of transcendent happiness, is very rare.
HIKA

There's a line in "Last Holy Fragrance" about "the idolatry of images." Do
you see that as a particular problem in contemporary poetry?
KINNELL

A problem? I wasn't thinking of it as a problem, but as a virtue.
HIKA

Is that tied somehow to the description of the "deep-image" poets?
KINNELL

I don't know. I haven't used that phrase, nor have I felt myself in anyway
a part of a group, stylistically. The attachment to actual things is very strong
in all three of us [Wright, Bly, Kinnell], I was trying to rescue the word
"idolatry" from its negative meaning. Why should we idolize a god in some
other realm we've invented and ignore the things that are, creatures that are
our kin around us? I would rather idolize them.
HIKA

"Idolize" God in them?
KINNELL

Idolize the life force through them.
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In that same lecture you said that the first rule of contemporary poetry is,
"Don't Think." Is that our real problem?
KINNELL

,

I would say it's a characteristic of contemporary poetry. It sort of relies on
narrative and images. It's particularly hard to find statements of ideas in it. I
dont know if that's a problem-it's a characteristic. For myself I would like
to be able to write about ideas and to state them directly.
HIKA

Is there a poetry that does that better? Is there some period in the past
that had a better way of getting ideas in poems?
KINNELL

I think almost all of the poetry of the past has been fairly comfortable
about stating ideas quite directly. Keats was full of ideas as were Words
worth, Milton, Chaucer, Shakespeare, Donne.
HIKA

Yes. A thought to John Donne was an experience," said Basil Willey Is
that true?
*
KINNELL

Yes.
HIKA

In that same lecture you said there's a possibility that poetry will cease to
exist as we know it because the language simply will not be there in the
future for the people who will be the poets. Do you think that's due in some
way to the "mass media" or are we dealing with some kind of lamer decav of
sensibility toward language?
KINNELL

I think there are lots of specific causes and symptoms and manifestations
.I
imagine it's kind of a long-range entropic change, and that there may be no
stopping it. It may just be inherent in conscious beings. It may be that there
is a law in existence-The Cosmos Abhors Consciousness.
^
HIKA

A Buddhist thought . . .
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A Newtonian Buddhist thought . . .
HIKA

In a way it's sort of romanticizing the past to think that other poets had
the opportunity to get their thoughts and emotions more closely yoked
together in poems. Is the notion of "a unified sensibility now decaying" a
real notion, or is it something that we can work with in the world in which
we find ourselves?
KINNELL

I don't know. I wouldn't put it in terms of a unified sensibility, but inspira
tion is certainly attenuated now. The production of art is much more selfconscious—perhaps that means a disunified sensibility. I don't know. But it
does suggest the possibility that this has all happened before: that conscious
beings have appeared before, and there's something in them which makes
their continued existence difficult or impossible. And so they become ex
tinct. I would think that art —including poetry—would be concerned above
all with survival.
HIKA

Do you think that poetry will become concerned with more traditional
traits of rhyme and meter in the future? You're going to speak here tomor
row about "the pattern of free verse." Is that something that's outmoded?
Are we moving back to more traditional traits?
KINNELL

I think what I'm going to say tomorrow is simple. Free verse as it has
come to be practiced is rather slack and formless and strikes one as being
prose cut up into line lengths. Some people are advocating a return to
rhyme and meter. I think the reasons that we abandoned rhyme and meter
are still valid, so I don't think that's a good direction to go in. It's possible
that the solution will be some kind of much more formalized free verse.
That's what I want to talk about.
HIKA

Whitman for the eighties? Is that a possibility? Has Whitman's vision of
things passed away?
KINNELL

Well, speaking not so much in terms of vision, but in terms of the tech
nique I would say Whitman would be a good example of a rather formal
free verse.
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Is that cataloging of images somewhat akin to your mentioning the
"idolatry" of the creatures around us? . . .
KINNELL

Whitman was an idolator, a great idolator. But, stylistically his use of
parallel structure was so rigorous that it has the quality of form. His poetry
often has the solidity of a rhymed poem even though it doesn't have a set of
rhymes. The words have a solid feel to them; they have mouth-feel and tex
ture. You feel his poem is a physical object and not just a piece of expository
writing.
HIKA

Your phrase that "words are physical objects" or "lumps of sound," seems
to bear out your reading of Keats, aware as he was of assonance and other
musical traits of language. Is the making of a poem the harnessing of the
word's sound and meaning as physical object?
KINNELL

I wouldn't use the word "harnessing," no. I would think one would want
the words to come out on the gallop so to speak, a little wild. "Harnessing"
seems the wrong metaphor.
HIKA

Is there a better metaphor for composition? Free verse is sort of a difficult
thing to talk about. There's a Ransom essay that talks about sound battling
meaning in a poem of meter; if the sound isn't right it dictates what the
meaning is going to be. Do you find that kind of tension between sound and
meaning when you're composing a poem? What's the overriding tension in
composing free verse?
KINNELL

Well, I wouldn't call it a tension. It's a tension in writing rhymed verse in
that you do have a sound you've got to get to and you've got to find a meaning that produces that sound. There is a struggle sometimes involved, but
when it's all done it must look as if there's been no struggle at all. In free
verse you don't have that kind of a struggle so much. You don't have a
struggle so much as an attempt to come into the field of both at once-the
meaning so to speak, the semantic and the phonetic together leading each
other on. The sound is very important in free verse even though you're not
aiming for a rhyme. You're writing it aloud, feeling the words, feeling their
sounds, the way you pronounce them, their relationship to each other.
There's a tune so to speak, or a melody in the line itself. Also you sense the
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way the line imitates the feeling of what it is you're writing about. In a way
this is more possible in free than in formal verse, where you have to worry
about hitting particular sounds at particular times. The same concern about
sound is there, but you can come to the sound when it's appropriate, not
when it's required. The better image than the "harnessed" words might be to
think of riding bareback - feeling the horse under you, guiding the horse
with your knees, with your presence. But also letting yourself go with it, too,
where it wants to go.
HIKA

To use that example then, Blake was someone who rode very well and
Dickinson didn't ride side-saddle. Is that too glib? I think if we're going to
talk about phonologic and semantic traits of language, isn't the meeting of
the two somehow the aim of the poem? Is that fair to say?
KINNELL

I would think that's the sign of formal beauty when those two meet.
HIKA

Can we presume to do that kind of thing with the language today, the
poetic language?
KINNELL

Yes, yes.
HIKA

It seems to me that to think perhaps someday poetry will drop away is to
think that this capability is lost.
KINNELL

You have to work at it. It doesn't come to us by nature and by tradition.
It comes to us in part by those things, but also by labor. It's like one's accent;
one's accent changes through poetry. That's unfortunate, but necessary. We
still have a rich language and it's not the language that we learned in school,
that we learned among our friends growing up. It's a language that we have
to, in a way, reconstitute through work. But it is possible to have formal
beauty in poetry. The ideal was set up by Keats, "Truth is beauty, beauty
truth"; and when that happens then you have a glorious poem.
HIKA

You said that your best teacher of poetry was Mozart. Certainly other
arts affect a poet. How is music a particularly compelling model for writing
poetry? Is there anything effable in the way Mozart informs your poetry?
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Well, maybe not, but music in general is very useful, whether it's Mozart
or somebody else, in ways that can be described. The notion of the setting
forth of a theme, the development of the theme, the setting forth of
another, and another . . . then carrying them forward, relating them, bring
ing them all to some close that includes them all. That is something that can
be done to some extent in poetry, but can be seen more clearly, and learned
about more clearly, in music. In Mozart there is a wonderful spirit of play,
deep seriousness and profound longing, a sense of beauty. All those things
flowing together seem to me to represent a range-a range of feeling, a
range of reality. It would be wonderful for poems to have this, too.
HIKA

Is there something in a long poem that makes the poet more able to carry
those sorts of strands? You said in our poetry class that the sonnet is a dead
form at this point.
KINNELL

A little worn out, exhausted, the sonnet. I don't mean that a short poem
isn t possible at all, I was just thinking of the formal structure of the sonnet;
it's so expected. But a long poem can be much more musical than a short
one, obviously, because of the number of themes you can weave together
and resolve. I've always liked a poem of a certain length-maybe three or
four pages-something like that suits me.
HIKA

Has "Last Holy Fragrance" been published?
KINNELL

No.
HIKA

Is it in the manuscript with "Fundamental Project"?
KINNELL

Yes. "Fundamental Project" has been published in a magazine.
HIKA

May we mention a line from it, two lines? "To establish deathlessness you
must first eliminate / those who die." That's from "The Fundamental Pro
ject of Technology," a poem about the bombing of Hiroshima and
Nagasaki. What is it that we should learn from that event and how do we
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make a history responsible to the truth of nuclear arms for future genera
tions, assuming that there are some?
KINNELL

Well, I was trying in that poem to set forth an idea about our need to
blow ourselves up, and it's in that very stanza—but earlier in that stanza that
you quote the line from—"To deanimalize human mentality, to purge it of
obsolete evolutionary characteristics in particular of death / which for
knowledge torments the contents of skulls with is the fundamental project
of technology."
HIKA

That's an idea in a poem.
KINNELL

Yes. That's an idea in a poem.
HIKA

You organized a reading called Poets Against the End of the World?
KINNELL

I did, yes.
HIKA

How does an individual make her or himself felt about these problems? If
poetry doesn't make a difference somehow in helping our condition, why
do we write poems?
KINNELL

Well, it may be that it doesn't have to make a difference in any given
social or political situation; it may be that a poem about a nightingale or
something else quite personal makes a difference in the lives of those who
read it, without directly addressing any kind of social question. On the
other hand, we don't know-there's no way to know-whether poetry can
make a difference in the world itself. Unsaid poetry makes nothing happen,
survives in the valley of its saying. Keats addressed himself to social ques
tions quite freely and obviously believed or had some kind of faith that the
poems would have an effect. I think one just has to operate on faith: there's
absolutely no proof that a best-selling novel has an effect on any situation. I
do feel that the poetry readings that were undertaken during the Vietnam
war had an effect. It's just a feeling that I have. But that was a situation that
was unusual in that the people who were interested in the poems were also
the people who were refusing to be drafted. That there was a connection was
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kind of clear. On the matter of nuclear weapons, obviously the people who
are in charge of such things are not reading any poems.
HIKA

Right. And it seems to be the situation in South Africa as well.
KINNELL

And yet African poets are making a difference. It's worked. It's part of the
consciousness of the people; therefore, it makes a difference. It's hard for a
person of one country to make a difference in another country. You can
speak only in your own country. That's why it's absurd to complain about a
poem that criticizes Reagan, say, and to complain that this poem ought also
to address itself to the Kremlin. Of course that goes without saying. The
point is that one can speak only to ones own in poetry. Otherwise one is
preaching. One has to speak to one's own, to feel the connection to one's
own. We all feel our connection to Reagan. We know who he is: we know
the Reagan within us. But of course Reagan is not really the problem-it's
the whole group of war-makers whom we don't know so well, who are
more secret, who in a way are kind of a privileged secret class.
HIKA

The appointed men in the conference rooms.
KINNELL

Yes, that s right. The ones who are swept everywhere in limousines with
bodyguards and are buffed and polished and honored, but kept out of
reach. We don't know them so well, but we can imagine them because,
after all, they spring up among us all the time and disappear.
HIKA

From places like Princeton and Kenyon
KINNELL

Exactly.
HIKA

Can we trust these unseen people? It's easy somehow to adopt an attitude
of fatalism, to think the secret people in Moscow and the secret people in
Washington don't want to see the world blown up any more than we do.
KINNELL

I dont trust them at all. I have no trust in them. I regard th em as potentially insane.
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HIKA

Yes. Speaking of that topic—sane and insane—where did you first en
counter the poetry of Christopher Smart?
KINNELL

His long poem, "Jubilate Agno," always had a famous excerpt about his
cat Geoffrey, which is widely anthologized. I read that many years ago, but
I knew it was an excerpt. I always wondered from what, so finally I found
it. It was very hard to come by. I got a photocopy of the poem that it comes
from. I find it even more fascinating than the anthologized section.
HIKA

Did you put together an anthology that included Smart?
KINNELL

Well, yes, I did start making that anthology, but my publisher pulled out.
I have that half-made anthology now which, some day, God willing, I might
complete.
HIKA

Smart wrote before Blake?
KINNELL

Yes, he did. But this particular poem, "Jubilate Agno," Blake didn't know.
It wasn't discovered until the twentieth century.
HIKA

So much of that poem comes to life imagining the poet writing it. What
draws us to that? Someone suggested in asking questions that this split in his
lines was somehow indicative of his schizophrenic mind. Isn't there a more
complete and interesting way of looking at it than simply reducing that?
KINNELL

Well, I don't think that's a reduction really. If you think of the
schizophrenic mind in a positive way, this means the mind is split open and
can receive the light in a way that the whole, enclosed mind can't. Smart's
poem having those divided lines is like a brain opened up.
HIKA

The bicameral mind . . .
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Exactly, the bicameral mind: the right half of it totally vulnerable and per
sonal; the left half, rather formal. It's a very good paradigm of the bicameral
mind.
HIKA

There's a fellow here on the English Faculty, Fred Turner, who wrote a
rather lengthy article which appeared in Poetry. I don't know whether you're
familiar with it? Written with a German psychiatrist.
KINNELL

Yes.
HIKA

He made a great deal of that kind of creative functioning in the mind. Is
that a hobby of scientists or is there some value to it?
KINNELL

Well, as I understand the article he was trying to say something which I
think. He was trying to make more of something which we know. We
know that poetry is a combination of speech and singing and must draw
from those parts of us which speak and from those parts of us which sing.
Whether they're the bicameral mind or something else, the bicameral mind
is a wonderful metaphor. But I think what I didn't like about his essay was
that he was making a case for rhymed-and-metered verse and seemed to be
rejecting free verse. And I thought that vitiated what could have been a
wonderful exploration into the music of poetry by making this attempt to
use this exploration for such, I thought, a mean purpose
HIKA

We ye talked before about the parallelismus membrorum in Christopher
Smart, from Hebrew poetry-the dividing of lines, thinking about the way
the parts relate to each other. I was surprised to hear the phrase parallelismus
membrorum in one of your poems.
KINNELL

Yes. It s a kind of nice phrase, isn't it?
HIKA

Yes. In which poem was that?
KINNELL

That's in "Last Holy Fragrance." "The gopher frogs sing in
membrorum.

r
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Is it possible for an individual poet to have a sense of the role that "the
Poet" plays in our culture? Has poetry become an academic pursuit?
KINNELL

I've always personally assumed that poetry has some real function in our
society. I like to read the poetry of other people. I like to organize events
where a lot of poets read together. I like it when just ordinary citizens come
to these things and feel again, even if it's a rare occasion for them, the thrill
of true poetry. It's true that we have many things putting demands on our
time. So many interesting things and so many things that require less of us
than poetry does. Television requires almost zero of you. You can be think
ing of something else. You can actually be thinking of something else and
completely take in television. Music requires less of you than poetry
because it's being played at you, and certain parts of your mind can be put at
rest. The verbal parts of your mind can be put at rest. A little effort on your
part and you get little, a great effort and you get a great deal. You have to
make an effort. But with poetry, a little effort and you get nothing. Only
when you make a great effort do you get anything. There is no way in
which you can go to a poetry reading or read a poem with half your mind.
All that part of you that sings and all that part of you that speaks have to be
totally alert and present for anything at all to come out of poetry. There are
all these other things available to us, clawing at us for our attention and our
time and for our pleasure, most of which require much less of us.
—William March!, Geoff Schmidt

Galway Kinnell

Seasons
Two
from

Poems
First 1946-1954

The stars were wild that summer evening
As on the low lake shore stood you and I
And every time I caught your flashing eye
Or heard your voice discourse on anything
It seemed a star went burning down the sky.
I looked into your heart that dying summer
And found your silent woman's heart grown wild
Whereupon you turned to me and smiled,
Saying you felt afraid but that you were
Weary of being mute and undefiled.

I spoke to you that last winter morning
Watching the wind smoke snow across the ice,
Told how the beauty of your spirit, flesh,
And smile had made day break at night and spring
Burst beauty in the wasting winter's place.
You did not answer when I spoke, but stood
As if that wistful part of you, your sorrow,
Were blown about in fitful winds below:
Your eyes replied your worn heart wished it could
Again be white and silent as the snow.
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Fergus Falling
from Mortal Acts, Mortal Words
He climbed to the top
of one of those million white pines
set out across the emptying pastures
of the fifties — some program to enrich the rich
and rebuke the forefathers
who cleared it once with ox and axe —
climbed to the top, probably to get out
of the shadow
not of those forefathers but of this father,
and saw for the first time,
down in its valley, Bruce Pond, giving off
its little steam in the afternoon,
pond where Clarence Akley came on Sunday mornings to cut down
the cedars around the shore, I'd sometimes hear the slow spondees
of his work, he's gone,
where Milton Norway came up behind me while I was fishing and
stood awhile before I knew he was there, he's the one who put the
cedar shingles on the house, some have curled or split, a few have
blown off, he's gone,
where Gus Newland logged in the cold snap of 58, the only man will
ing to go into those woods that never got warmer than ten below,
he's gone
pond where two wards of the state wandered on Halloween, the Na
tional Guard searched for them in November, in vain, the next fall
a hunter found their skeletons huddled together, in vain, they re
gone,
pond where an old fisherman in a rowboat sits, drowning hooked
worms, when he goes he's replaced and is never gone,
and when Fergus
saw the pond for the first time
in the clear evening, saw its oldness down there
in its old place in the valley, he became heavier suddenly
in his bones
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the way fledglings do just before they fly,
and the soft pine cracked . . .
I would not have heard his cry
if my electric saw had been working,
its carbide teeth speeding through the bland spruce of our time, or
burning
black arcs into some scavenged hemlock plank,
like dark circles under eyes
when the brain thinks too close to the skin,
but I was sawing by hand and I heard that cry
as though he were attacked; we ran out,
when we bent over him he said, "Galway, Ines, I saw a pond!"
His face went gray, his eyes fluttered closed a frightening
moment . . .
Yes — a pond
that lets off its mist
on clear afternoons of August, in that valley
to which many have come, for their reasons,
from which many have gone, a few for their reasons , most not,
where even now an old fisherman only the pinetops can see
sits in the dry gray wood of his rowboat, waiting for pickerel.

a

Poems reprinted by permission of the author. From Selected Poems,
Houghton Mifflin ® 1982.

Geoff Schmidt

"You Don't Know Anything"
\7ou don't know anything," she said suddenly as we crossed the state line
i into Pennsylvania. I'd been driving for six hours and she hadn t said
anything to me for the last four. The last thing she'd said was "Pull off here, I
have to go to the bathroom." I remember that was the last thing she said
because I'd tried to talk to her after that, asking her questions, talking about
the weather, saying any damn thing that came into my head after a while,
anything to get her to talk. She just clammed up. She didnt even bother to
pretend to go to sleep. She just looked out the window and lit one cigarette
after another.
"What?" I said. I wasn't sure I'd heard her right. I'd gotten so used to the
sound of the car and the whistle of the wind when she cracked open the
window to tap out her ashes that I wasn't even sure shed said anything.
"What did you say?"
"You heard me," she said.
"Well, I don't know what you mean," I said.
"I didn't think you would." She snapped on the radio and started flipping
the dial back and forth.
"What do you mean?" I said. "Humor me. Teach me something new."
She didn't say anything. She just kept fiddling with the radio until I
reached over and turned it off.
"It's about the truck stop, isn't it? You re mad about that, arent you?
She lit a cigarette. "I don't know why I waste my breath, she said.
"What the hell did you want me to do? Tell me that. What the hell did
you want me to do?"
She cracked open the window. "You really don't know," she said.
"I suppose you would've liked it if I'd stepped outside with one of those
jerks and gotten my ass kicked. That would've done a lot of good. I could ve
driven us all the way to the hospital, maybe.
"It would've been better than this!" she said and threw her cigarette out
the window. She'd only taken about three drags off of it.
"What good could come of it?" I said after a while. "What good? We're
going to be late as it is."
She laughed. "Late. God forbid we should hold up your folks for an
hour."
4i
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"Shut up." My hands were sweaty on the wheel. I looked at the clock. It
was 1:42.
She lit another cigarette. "They own you. Those idiots at the truck stop
owned you. You let them.''
"What do you want from me?" I said. I looked at the speedometer and
slowed down.
"/ own you."
"Nobody owns me," I said quietly. We were driving through the hills of
Pennsylvania now, and the grass was very green in the sunlight. She exhaled
slowly, letting the smoke roll around in the front seat.
"Crack the window," I said.
She turned on the radio again. "You see?" she said. "You see?"
"What could I do? They were bigger than me and there were more of
them and I couldn t see the point in making things worse. If they have that
kind of attitude before I even walk in, I'm not going to change things. You
think you can just change things? Let someone knock you around and that
will change everything?"
"God, no," she said. "I know that much."
"Then what? You tell me what."
You let them. You asked them to. You begged them to start up just by
walking in, just by the way you walk. You do it with everything and
everyone you've ever met."
"That's enough," I said, and I meant it.
She stubbed out her cigarette and looked at me. "I own you," she said.
"You'll sit here and listen to this crap, that's how much I own you. I could
do anything, and you'd say it was a waste of time to try and change things. I
She was crying. She was looking out the window and trying not to let it
show, but her shoulders shook and I could hear her breath come in little
shudders. I reached over to put my hand on her shoulder, but she knocked
my arm away.
We were quiet for a little while. She stopped crying and lit a cigarette and
looked straight ahead.
"I want a divorce," she said.
"We're almost there," I said.
"I don't care," she said.
"Listen, let's stop at a motel and talk about this. I'll call Mom and Dad and
tell them we'll be there tomorrow."
She didn't say anything.
"I can pull over at the next exit and we'll find someplace to stay and it'll be
just you and me. You're upset about this morning."
She cracked open the window and threw out her cigarette. I looked at the
road. I knew that if I wanted to I could twist the wheel and send us into the
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guard rail, and through it, and down the hill, over and over until we hit the
bottom and lay there with the wheels spinning and gas leaking out into the
thick grass and glass in our hair and in our skin. I looked at her. Her eyes
were closed. She'd never know what happened. She never would have
known.

Cathy Bartlett

Kathleen Fulmer

Poetry
As I pull myself in past the heavy oak door,
the outside world —
thick with snow and dusk—is erased
under the harsh light of the theatre.
You and I arrive in costume—
we all do —
and play gracefully to our audience,
handing out programs and artificial smiles.
I stare vaguely at the scenery.
Those painted posts and wires
are not the tall, damp trees I sketched
this October when the air misted grey
and dripped cold, heavy
on the still-green shrubs.
Then, one afternoon after his departure,
I said to Emily
when I marry
it will be with someone like Robert Hass.
I knew it because the soft
bright overcast light
was not this electric pink and blue
that streams down from giant black soup cans —
that sunlight
spoke a certain knowledge as it threw a dim shadow
on the table where we sat.
And this backdrop, tempera and Elmer's glue,
is not as quietly striking
as the brittle arms of sycamores
that iced over in late November
and the wine-red vines
that laced through the undergrowth
along the road you and I took home.
There, December frosted us in,
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and we had fires and cool
low-ceilinged rooms of candles.
We played at Pente and laboured with chess
and made love, even though
the leftover champagne was slightly flat.
Here, I watch the actors practice at love,
feeding each other lines.
If you were one of them
I wonder if you would seduce her as deftly
as you do me.
And when there are no eager faces
watching from the aisles,
when the masks are laid aside
you move about quickly and efficiently,
adjusting this wire,
straightening that post,
and casually discuss blocking.
I know you here—
you think in delicately hand-wrought settings
and speak to stage-right.
Far from the snow-laden firs
and the quiet, century-old houses we plan for,
the aesthetic for you is visual,
your art tangible.
The promptbook is your only written word.
But I see the poet —
he whispers in your laugh, gentle and thought-of,
he left his signature in your hands.
Finely turned, emotional and gesticulative
one balances a cigarette—
beyond the oak doors
the smoke winds up blue then grey
as it wanders through that sunlight,
filtering and overcast.
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Allison Joseph

Final Notices
Again, today, final notices arrive,
Threats that clutter the kitchen counter;
Official, urgent documents
That make fat, white piles
On the kitchen table, in the fruit bowl;
White envelopes cascading like tickertape.
Every day, when you get home,
You get this hero's welcome.
You hide in your daughter's old room,
A senseless bottle of wine
Hidden under yellowed magazines,
The kind with ads that promise wealth
Selling the same sham
You can't sell yourself:
The collapsible cups, the pens
With naked women, the grinning
WASP dream of happy salesmanship, hefty profit
You can't touch, just like the lottery.
In fact, the litter of stale tickets
Covers the floor of my old room.
You sit counting the digits in this week's jackpot;
Damning your chosen numbers,
Spurning your false lot.
J*
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HI KA
Winner
The Victoria Chen Haider Reader Award for '83-84
The Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines

College Prizes Awarded To
Hika Contributors
The Muriel C. Bradbrook Prize for Fiction
Christina Shea '85
Robert Frost Poetry Prize
William Marchl '86
The Academy of American Poetry Prize
Kathleen Fulmer '85
The James Propper Prize for Poetry
Allison Joseph '88
The Art Prize
Daniel Holliday '85
The Peterson Printmaking Prize
Virginia Fitzgerald '86
Honors Day Convocation
April 16, 1985
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Contributors
Kathleen Fulmer, a Senior, studied and wrote poetry in Europe
last year.
Allison Joeseph has organized a literary housing wing.
William Marchl this summer will collect material for the Hika
Fiftieth Anniversary issue and attend the Breadloaf Conference.
Geoff Schmidt is a Junior, working this summer as a janitor, with
the Great Male American Novella well under way.
Christina Shea received the Philip Wolcott Timberlake Memorial
Prize.
Robert E. Stein, in pursuit of honors in Classics, will spend this
summer studying German in Germany and doing manual labor in
Ohio.
Catherine Wiley has begun work on a piece of longer fiction.
Martha Young will attend the Exeter Program next year.

Coming Fall, 1985

HIKA
The 50th Anniversary Issue
containing poetry, fiction, and essays from
the first half century of Kenyon's undergraduate
journal of arts and letters
P. O. Box B, Gambier, O. 43022
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forthcoming
1985
Fiction by Peter Cameron, Ewing Campbell, Linda Collins,
Barbara Croft, Louise Erdrich, Robert Hiles, Jack
Matthews, Joyce Carol Oates, Susan Richards, and others
Essays by Charles Altieri on The Ethos of Pound's First Cantos;
Nina Auerbach on Self-Presentation in the Victorian Character;
David Bergman on the Family in Recent Gay Literature; Wendell
Harris on Language, Context, and Meaning; John Hildebidle on
Auden's "In Praise of Limestone"; Jefferson Hunter on Object
and Performance in The Iliad and The Odyssey; James Justus on
Hemingway and Faulkner; Alvin B. Kernan on the Social
Construction of Literature; C. A. Patrides on More and Erasmus;
Hugh Richmond on the Dark Lady in Literature
Poetry by George Bilgere, David Bottoms, Carl Djerassi, Richard
Eberhart, Donald Hall, James B. Hall, Conrad Hilberry,
Jonathan Holden, John Holloway, Ben Howard, T. R. Hummer,
Herbert Morris, Mark Nepo, Joyce Carol Oates, Mary Oliver,
Robert Pack, Rodney Pybus, Brian Swann, David Wagoner
Miller Williams, and others
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